TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY
up to you, hit you on the chest, and draw attention
to you, saying, " Come on, now. Expand that bonnie
brisket !"
He patrolled the wards in his white coat, while we
in our white coats followed, one on each side, like
two acolytes. At the last bed near the window at
the end of the ward he paused, and, taking down the
patient's chart which we had written up, read aloud
the following notes to his class, which consisted of
about twenty medicals and a strange, gigantic doctor
from Cripple Creek in a dickey and top boots under
his trousers, who was over here in order to do some
post-graduate work:
Name             Sam Simmons.
Age                Fifty-two.
Occupation       Sailor.
Address           Whaling ship Spitzbergen.
Diagnosis        Tertiary syphilis: aneurysm right
popliteal space; gumma of nasal
septum.
This unfortunate mariner in the last bed by the
window was the butt of the cruel wit of Dublin.
Patients take a pleasure in chaffing each other, but
the chaff can be deadly on occasion. It was our
duty to stop it, but unless one slept in the patients*
ward there was no way of putting an end to it. And
we were uncomfortably enough housed where we were
without sleeping with the diseased. Thoughtlessness
can give rise to cowardly and cruel jokes. One morn-
ing when I came in unexpectedly I heard a muffled
shout from under the bedclothes:
" Eh, Sindbad,
Was the last hatch you were in bad ?"
Gross guffaws hailed the sally with delight.
I spoke out.    " If this goes on I will read out aloud
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